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IF YOU HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE TO FIND 
‘MAO' ON YOUR LOCAL NEWSSTAND.. 

® look harder/ It may be at the bottom of the pile., 
or...® Ask gour dealer to send threatening letters to 
his wholesaler, demanding MAD... 
or... © Send, the attached, subscription coupon which 
gets you 604 worth of comic books for 75£„. 
or... ©Give up the whole business and spend your 
dime on something worth while/ 


ENTERTAINING COMICS GROUP 
225 LAFAYETTE STREET, ROOM 706 
NEW YORK 12, NEW YORK 
Please send me the next six issues 
of MAO ( mailed m strong mamla 
envelopes) fbr which I enclose 75fl. 




He H, HEM. WELL, ALL. I CAM SAT IS. .TOl/RE EITHER FANS OR FIENDS FOR PLUNKIN' DOWN 8000 U.S. CUN' 
ftENCY FOR THIS NEFF! NO NAB. in ant case GREETINGS GHOULS.' welcome once more to THE 
CRYPT OF TERROR, to the PUTRID PAGES OF THIS THE CRYPT- KEEPERS NAG. i'm REACT TO START 
OFF THE EVIL FESTIVITIES WITH an ODD TALE TOLO To, ME BT AN ODD TELLER of ANY TALC ... A 
TRUNK. LISTEN now. to the STEAMER'S own SCREAM- STORY., which it calls- 




Wilma is like a CHILD again as 

SHE FLITS ABOUT HER BEDROOM 
SINGING HAPPILY. . . THE CHILD I 
KHCW WHO USED TO STEAL UP TO 
THE ATTIC WHEN WE WERE BOTH 
SO rOVHB AND PEER IHSIOE ME 
ANO FINGER THE OLD LACE AND 
CLOTH THAT HAO BEEN STORED IN 
ME AND FORGOTTEN- 


I HEARD MANY THIN6S WHILE Z LAY 
THERE GATHERING DUST IN MY ATTIC 
GRAVE. I HEARD THE LUSTY CRY OF 
THE NEW-BORN INFANT NAMEO WILMA 
I HEARO HER CHI LOISM VOICE AS SHE 
SCAMPERED ABOUT DOWNSTAIRS AND 
I SAW HER WHEN SHE CAME TO ME 
ANO PLAYED WITH ME ANO LAUGHED 


Yts, I AM AN OLD TRUNK I WAS 
WITH WILMA'S PARENTS OU THEIR 
HONEYMOON. I was NEW, THEN. 
AND X CARRIED THEIR BELONGINGS 
WHEN THEY MOVED HERE.. TO 
THIS HOUSE. ANO then i was 
put AWAY, UP THERE, where 
ALL I COULD DO WAS WAIT AND 


LISTEN and BROW OLD . 


ALMOST, 

.CARL... 


CARL? OH... HE'S x 
EARLY/ I'M NOT 
EVE H READY/ SHOW 
HIM IN, JEEVES.. M 


WILMA, MY 
. PET . 


ALMOST PACKED 
WILMA, DEAR? 


EVEN AFTER SHE D GROWN, and 
..«■ ..." j MY CONTENTS 


And I FELT HER YOUTH PASS AS SHE FELT IT PASS. 

AND E PRAYED AS SHE PRAYEO. . . THAT SHE WAS NOT 
DESTINEO TO A... LIFE Of LONELINESS... THAT SHE 
WOULD MEET SOMEONE AND HE WOULD ASK HER TO 
BE HIS WIFE. AND NOW OUR PRAYERS, WILMA* ANDMINE, 
^had COME TRUE. . . | p ~ ~ wipw - m j 
HERE. ..LET ME^ YOU GO f te*. Oh.dear . I HOPE 
set READY. I'LL finish J I haven't FORGOTTEN 

UP ' ANYTHING 


NO LONGER CAME TO ME AND SEARCHED 

ANO TRIEO ON MY SHAWLS AND DRESSES AND SCARFS. 
I LOVED HER. EVEN WHEN ALL X COULD DO NN&L/E 
THERE AND LISTEN TD HER. -BELOW. .. LISTEN TO HER 
FOOTSTEPS GROW HEAVY WITH THE YEARS, AND HER 
M/truro'a iiin nruco'e r/vmrmc r,n> 


MOTHER'S AND FATHER'S FOOTSTEPS D/S- 
APPEAR WITH THEIR DEATHS., 

I'VE CALLED THE JUSTICE W§ Oil, CARL. I'M SO 
OF THE PEACE and he's M NERVOUS/ X can 
WAITING for us THE ^^SCARCELY PACK. . 


Just ONE THING, though-, one thing that BOTHERS 
ME.. . ONE THING THAT SPOILS THE JOY I FEEL. THIS 
MAN. . . THIS CARL ROSWELL . ..this man who even 
NOW anxiously stuffs the last few articles of 
WILMA'S NEWLY- PURCHASED TROUSSEAU INTO ME. 

X am AFRJUD of This man . . . rj m- " 


I FEEL HIS ROUGH HANDS UPON Mr LID, SLAMMING IT 
DOWN. AND I WINCE. -NOT WITH PAIN, NOT FROM 
THE NOISE... I WINCE WITH FEAR. THERE IS SOME- 
TERRIFYING... 


thing ABOUT this man, something 


CARRY MY 
TRUNK OUT to 
THE CAR, V* 
JEEVES ' J || 


ready; carl' 








And *s car doors slam and the 

MOTOR ROARS, I SIGH HAPPILY- MY 
FEARS FORGOTTEN „ | | 


Now JEEVES IS COMING TOWARO 
ME AND I FEEL MYSELF BEING Lir 
AND CARRIED... |i ■■» ^ 

r HEAVY, JEEVES NOT VERY. 


And sudoenly i feel the warm 
SUN UPON ME FOR THE FIRST TIME 
IN THIRTY-NINE YEARS... 


GOOD-BYE, MISS 
nilma. GOOD LUCK' 
HAVE A HAPPY 
HONEYMOON... .* 


JUST TOSS IT T 
ON THE BACK SEAT 
THERE, JEEVES. J 


And then we stop and wilma and carl leap from 

THE CAR AND HURRY, GIGGLING, UP A FLOWERED WALK, 
AND I SEE THE SIGN AND HEAR THE WELCOMING 
VOICE OF THE JUSTICE 


VERY. 



And now it is evening, and the sky grows dark. 

WE PULL OFF THE HIGHWAY INTO A ROAD LEADING 
TO A VINE-COVEREO H OTEL ... WILMA ANO CARL'S 
HONEYMOON HOTEL- j r- » " MB 


1 1 WAIT, DREAMING, AND AFTER AWHILE WILMA AND CARL 
COME OUT, AND THERE IS A BAND OF GOLO ON WILMA'S 
THIRO FIN6ER OF HER LEFT HAND AND I KNOW THAT SHE 
AND THIS MAN ARE HU SBAND AN D WIFE... f WWgW— 


I'M GLAD YOU UKE/T. 
WILMA ? 


it's A DARLING 
SPOT, CARL' ^ 


r 600 BLESS YOU, ANO THE 
BEST OF LUCK TO YOU BOTH .. 




NOW WE ARE ALONE.. WILMA ANO I AND CARL . 
ALONE IN THIS MOTEL SUITE. ANO SUDDENLY THAT 
FEAR is BACK AGAIN.. THAT FEAR OF THIS MAN WHO 
HAS TAKEN MY WILMA AS HIS BBIDE...fBB ^^^^M 


Strange hands pull me fkTim the car, carry me 

ACROSS THE HOTEL LOBBY, ANO DROP ME TO THE FLOOR 
BEFORE THE ELEVATOR, AND I LISTEN TO THE SCRATCH- 
IN6 OF THE PEN AS CARL REGISTERS.. .! 

M R AND.. mrsT CARL . IT LOOKS WONDERFUL, 

ROSWELL. LOOKS ROOD, flf'V DARLING... 


r/RED. 


YOU'RE A FOOL, 


VVlLMA'S NERVOUS FINGERS LIFT 
MY LID ANO SHE RUMAGES THROUGH 
ME.UFTING OUT HER PRETTIEST 
GOWN. FOR THIS IS THE NIGHT 
WEVEBOTM DREAMED OF WILMA S 
WEDDING WIGHT ... ( m ■ ^ 


Carl stands before 

GLEAMING AXE THAT f 
TAKE N FROM HIS BA6 I f 

^CARL 7 THAT I'N 

A 


YFOU'RE 

\J0KIN6.' 


WILMA t DIO YOU 
REAUY THINK 3 
COULD LOVE YOU 7 
DID YOU 9 YOU'RE 
ALMOST FORTY. I'M 
TWENTY-SEVEN IT 
WASN'T YOU, WILMA* 
IT WAS YOUR HONEY - 


YES, CARL? WMAT_ 

. GASP . 


IThE AXE BLADE CUTS WILMA'S SCREAM FOR HELP 
(SHORT AS CARL BRINGS IT OOWN UPON HER BLANC HEO 

face 


I PLANNED ALL THIS, WILMA. PLANNEO IT CARE- 
FULLY. YOU'RE GOING TO GET SICK. 


... BE CONFINED 

TO YOUR ROOM, and ALL THE WHILE, I'LL BE 
SETTING RID OF YOUR BODY PIECE BY PIECE. 
AND WHEN IT'S ALL BEEN DISPOSED OF, I'M GOING 
TO SAY YOU RAN AWAY. . THAT WHEN I WOKE UP, YOU 
WERE 60NE. AND THE POLICE WILL LOOK FOR YOU.. 
AND THEY WON'T FIND YOU. AND YOUR MONEY 
WILL BE NINE. 


NO, CARL f NOf 

YAA...^ 






And suodenly.amio my sadness, 


I RECOIL AS THE DISMEMBERED 
SECTION OF WILMA'S ONCE PROUD 
BODY DROPS INSIOE ME AND I FEEL 
ITS SOFTNESS ANO THE FLUID THAT 
FLOWS FROM IT 3 SLAM MY LID 
DOWN IN FRIGHTAND LO ATHI NG ANO 


WITHIN ME ANO AGAIN I SLAM MY 
LIO SHUT UPON HIS CURSED BLOODY 
paw- i ggi^-T “ t -"vim ■ 


BLASTED THUNK/ 

STAY OPEN. BLAST YOU . 





Carl IS CLEVER— VERY clever. 

HE HAS TAKEN PILLOWS ANO LAIO 
THEM NEATLY UPON THE BED AND 
COVERED THEM WITH BLANKETS SO 
THAT IT APPEARS AS IE WILMA 


And every so often, he comes to 

ME AND UNLOCKS ME AND REMOVES 
A DISMEMBERED SECTION OF WILMA'S 
BODY AND WRAPS IT CAREFULLY IN 
THE PAPER HE'S BROUGHT TOR THE 
PURPOSE ANO 60ES OUT FOR A 

'walk'... w m 

LOVELY DAY. 

MR ROSWELL. 

HOW'S IMS. . 

ROSWELL?^ 


And MO OME suspects the TRUTH 

ONLY / KNOW THE 6RISLY TRUTH. 
THE DAYS PASS. THE PARTS INSIDE 
ME ARE' SLOWLY DISAPPEARING. 
ANO 1 GROW DESPERATE. I MUST 
THWART THIS FIEND . EXPOS E HOI 


TIME FOR ANOTHER 


OH, THANK YOU. SHHH, 
1 MRS. ROSWELL IS 
ASLEEP IN THERE. 


WALK. I LL... : 
m WHAT THE 


MUCH BETTER. 
REMEMBER, SHE'S 
NOT TO BE D/S- 
V. . TURBED ' 


I But my lock holds fast, and now CARL is 
\DESPERATE. this will call for a C HANG E of 
Yplans. i l isten AS HE PHONES. jF — 

IlllAl-r ER ...DESK? OH, WILL YOU SEND UP A ™ 

II If i B0Y * * ,FE IS FEELIN6 BETTER NOW ANO 
H|| i WE LL BE CHECKING OUT IN THE MORNING. 

lllV * E HAVE A TMNK UP HERE WE '° L,KE 

II II l i'-- SEND ON AHEAD j" 


OPEN, BLAST 


The bellboy arrives with his dolly, and i feel 

MYSELF LIFTED AND FEEL WI LMA'S DRIED AMO RIGID 
REMAINS SHIFT WITHIN ME J ~ 


TAKE IT DOWN TO THE EXPRESS ' 
OFF ICE, SON. HERE'S THE ADDRESS 
Uji IT GOES TO ... . ^ 


WHAT\ GOOD 
THE...) LORD! 

-fyl . ' S CHOKE- 



The lossy of this placio honeymoon motel 


REVERBERATES WITH SCREAMS AS 1 SPILL FORTH Ml 

Blood-stained gory contents upon the plush lt 

CARPETEO FLOOR. . 


THAT the TRUTH IS out., that his horrendous oeeo 
HAS BEEN DISCOVERED. AND HE MAKES HIS EXIT... 


I LIE THROU6H THE TEARS ANO X 
WAIT. BUT NO ONE COMES FOR ME. 
NO ONE COMES TO TAKE ME OUT INTO 
THE SUNLIGHT. ANO I GROW ANGRY 
ANO HUNGER FOR REVENGE... MINE 
ANO WILMA'S REVENGE,. f p^^pT 


I LIE IN A WAREHOUSE WHERE THeI 
POLICE HAVE STORED ME UNTIL I 
THET CAN CATCH CARL AND BRING 
HIM TO TRIAL AND PUT ME UP AS | 
'EXHIBIT A' . f| | 


SHUT UP, YOU 
FOOL. THIS WAY 



That name, that voice, for four years x have 

WAITEO, STILL FEELING WILMA'S GORY REMAINS WITH- 
IN ME STILL MATING ... STILL PRAYINO FOR REVENUE, 
AND NOW. CARL ROSWELL IS HERE BESIDE ME. I 
SHUOOER , | R— ■■■Mr* 


Voices, voices in the darkness, and one voice 

IS FAMILIAR. TWO SMAOOWS WITH GLEAMING FLASH- 
LIGHTS MOVE TOWARD ME WHERE ! LIE AMONG WARD- 
ROBES OF MINK COATS AND BOXES OF STOLEN 
ARTICLES THAT THE POLICE HAVE RECOVERED ANO 
ARE HOLOINO FOR THEIR CLAIMANTS.,. 


what the. 


LOOK OUT. 





T H£ BOXES PI LEO UPON ME TUM- 
BLE WITH A CLATTER TO THE 
FLOOR. SOMEWHERE A VOICE 
CALLS OUT.fiiiMW— M 


L FEEL ROUGH HANDS UPON MY 
LIO ...FAMILIAR ROUGH HANOS. 
CARL'S HANOS. 


HE BRINGS THE LIO DOWN CRING 
SILENTLY. INSIDE ME . LISTENING 


* SWINGS ME 
OPEN, STEPS INTO ME, ANO I SWAL- 
LOW HIM 6RES0ILY...|^^^^J 


( HMMPHf MUSTA 


WHO 'S ^ 
THERE'? 


HIDE ... 
QUICK' 



|UT WILLY DOESN'T ANSWER. WILLY HAS RUN OFF, 
EAVIN6 CARL TO HIS FATE. CARL GASPS. THE AIR 
ROWS THIN. FINALLY... IN DESPERATION HE PULLS 
IIS BUM- FIRING IT THROUG H MY SIOC3- 
■■■■^luSP^NEED AIR... GASP ..BETTER 
f.MASCE bl M-, 

||- THAN -. | || , -gg| 


CHOKE... I'M SUEE0C4TM6 
IN HERE, WILLY. GET ME 
, OUT QUICK. ^ 


HEH.MEH. YEP, KIDDIES WILMA'S 
OLO TRUNK SHUT CARL UP, ALL RIGHT. 
ANYBODY CARE FOR A FOOT SOUARE 
BONE CUBE » IF YOU COULD FIND A 
MATE FOR IT, YOU COULD MARK 'EM 
WITH SPOTS ANO HAVE A HECK OF A 
CRAP GAME. NO? AW? OKAY.. - I'LL 
USE IT A* A PAPER-WEIGHT TO HOLD 
[ DOWN MY NEXT YARN TILL WE MEET 
AGAIN LATER ON IN MY MUCK MAG. 

! RIGHT NOW, THE VAULT- KEEPER 
AWAITS WITH HIS 
OFFERING. 

\ BE SHOVELING 
K OFF.. TILL WE 

■ r eek again. / 

mkLM Vk A 


And now i take my revenge, i breathe deep and then exhale, i 

EXHALE ALL OF THE HATE AND LOATHING AND DESIRE FOR REVENGE 
WITHIN ME. AND l SHRINK, my SIDES CLOSE DOWN ano my TOP 
SHRINKS DOWN and I grow SMALL and carl screams until he can- 
not SCREAM ANY MORE AND HIS FLESH OOZES FROM THE BULLET MOLES 
LIKE ICINB FROM A BAKER'S DECORATING BAG. ANO WHEN THEY COME.TMEY 
FIND ME... A TINY BOX WITH A MOLD OF COMPRESSED BONE INSIDE ME AND 
A THOUSAND YARDS OF FLESH-RIBBON AROUND ME... r ^r- 

I chum. 






HEH.WCM .' VEP.CAEEH.4rs TOUR SCREAM-STORY- TELLER IN THE VAULT OF HORROR. THE VAULT- 
KEEPER. READY TO ENTERTAIN TOO WITH ONE OF MV CREEPY COLLECTORS' ITEMS. FOR MY SPOT IN 
C.K/S RAO . . .ER - MAO. 1 HAVE CHOSEN A OAY TALE OF MARC! ORAS MORBIDITY. ENTITLED. .. 


GRAS WEEK AN 0 SIT IN THIS CROWDEO CAFE .-WHERE HE'D 
FIRST MET SUZANNE .AND WAIT FOR HER. THIS WOULD 
BE THE LAST LONELY TEAR HE'D SPEND, DREAMING 
THROUGH THE SPRING AND SUMMER AND FALL UNTIL 
FEBRUARY ROLLED AROUND AGAIN AND HE'D RUSH 
SOUTH FOR ONE HEAVENLY WEEK. YES, FhE YEARS 
WAS LORO E HOUGH, this time he would ask 
SUZANNE TO MARRY HIM. HE SAT SILENTLY, NURSING 


And now they were in each other's arms, and he 

WAS HOLDING HER CLOSE AND FEELING HER WOMANLY 
WARMTH AND HIS YEAR-LONG 0REAM WAS A REALITY 


SUZANNE. SUZANNE. I THOUGHT 
ABOUT YOU EVERY CAY... EVERY 
MINUTE. I MISSED YOU SO.^J 


T OH, HERBERT. A YEAI 
J\S SUCH A LONS TIMf 
HOWVE YOU BEEN. 




I WANT TO ASK YOU TO 
.MARRY ME, SUE... r 


YOU... YOU REALLY WANT TO 
MARRY Me. HERBERT. . . WITH- 
OUT EVEN KNOWING WHAT I J 
^~TT~V LOOK LIKE...? JTj/Vl 


[ I KNOW THAT I 

| LOYE you,**... 
AND THAT YOU LOVE 
ME. THAT'S WHAT'S 
T. IMPORTANT. . 


ARE YOU SURE, HERBIE, DEAR?' 
SUPPOSE. BENEATH THIS MASK, 

I WAS NOT AS YOU PICTURE ME. 
\j UPROSE I WAS.. r-T— -d 


[ you'll MEYER 
Ibe anything 
1 BUT BEAUTIFUL 
TO ME.SUE.NO 
MATTER WHAT 
YOU LOOK UKE. 

IT DOESN'T EVEN 

\MATTER 


' WE 'VE MASTED 90 MUCH 


y OH, HERBIE, XVE 

WAITED PI YE YEARS ) I TIME, my sweet. I've 
L£0 R YOU TO SAY WANTED TO SAY IT f OR 

^LTMAT. n^^hT/YE YEARS . . mm 


This wasn't the way he'd planned it at all: not 

HERE ON THIS JAMMED DANCE FLOOR IN THIS NOISY 
3M0KEY CAFE. HERBERT HAO DREAMED Of A OUIET 
SPOT ALONG THE LAKE BENEATH MOSS-LADEN CYPRESS 
TREES.. A ROMANTIC PLACE. ..TO PROPOSE. BUT NOW 
IT WAS OUT.. . ANO PONE... 



HARRY YOU. GLADLY. 


‘ NOW THAT WE'RE AWAY FROM 
THE CR0W05 AND THE DIN... ^ 
ASK HE AGA/N . .. J . 


r HARRY HE. 
SUE. I LOVE 
.YOU- TM 


we could REHT A CAR 
DRIVE UPSTATE, we 
COULD FIND A JUSTICE 
“X OF THE PEACE... s 


LET'S 


r now?* I 

TONI6HT'?\ 


HARRY ME ™ 
FIRST, HERBIE. 
THEM WE CAN 
UNMASK... WHEN 
WE MAKE OUR 
LOVE OOHPLETE. 


He reached for her mask... to 

LIFT IT AWAY ...SO HE COULD TOUCH 
HER LIRS WITH HIS. SHE CAU6HT 
HIS HAND... 


it DOESH'T, 
\hONEY. I JUST 
I WANT TO . 
KISS YOU... 1 


HO, HERBIE' 
DOM'Tf YOU 
SAW IT DION'T 
HATTER... . 


P PERFORMED THE CEREMONY WITH RAISED 
THIS WAS THE FIRST TIME HE’O EVER 
COUPLE WHOSE FACES HE DID NOT SEE. BUT 


They RAN . HAND IN HAND... LIKE CHILDREN. AND SOON, 
NEW ORLEANS WAS JUST A SKY BLOW TO THE SOUTH. 
ANO THEY WERE HUMMINB UPSTATE IN A RENTED CAR.. 


1 NOW PRONOUNCE YOU 


OF THE PEACE. MAR- 
RIAGES PERFORMED.NO 

.waiting.* W/$ IS IT Em 




il 1 i I ft 

ijfeM 




Later... the small motel... the «rinnin6 i 

BOY CARRYING THEIR HASTILY PAJKEO BAGS. 
LEADING THE NEWLYWEDS TO THEIR ROOM... 


WELL. DEAR. DON'T YOU 
THINK IT'S TIME TO GET 
A LOOK AT YOUR NEW 
I HUSBAND... AND I- I— 


And then she was coming toward 

HIM AND ME COULD HEAR HER BREATH- 
I NO ...THE SHORT GASPS ...EXCITED... 


CLICKING IT Off. 


Later... LYING IN THE DARKNESS BESIDE HER, SMOKING H ER BREATHING became heavier., regular, she was 

A CIGARETTE- HERBIE SMILEO... ASLEEP. HERBIE LAY THERE AWHILE... SMOKING. THE 

■■ I / you Kf/Qtf DARLING* \ I idlow CIGARETTE BURNED DOWN AND HE PUT IT OUT. HIS 

r NEVER n/n GET I YAWN THOUGHTS DRIFTED BACK ACROSS FIVE YEARS.. TO THE 

I V TO SEE YOUR FACE L " FIRST MAROI GRAS WEEK. . 


I REMEMBER SEEING HER FOR THE FIRST 
TIME ... WEARING THAT REVOLTING HAG- MASK. 
AND KNOWING THAT SHE WAS BEAUTIFUL .. 



Yes, THE MASK HAD HIDOCN 



HERBIE REMEMBERED HOW MEb TRIEO TO UNMASK 
SUE THAT FIRST TIME... 

'buT'Tll 60^ AWAY WITHOUT V IT'S BETTER that 'I 
EVER KNOWIN6 WHAT YOU y WAY, HERBIE. YOl/LL 

r REALLY look like., REMEMBER me as you 

^ IMAGINE me. FANTASY 
IS SOMETIMES NONE 

.A I DESIRABLE than ryf 

r W^lk. Tfck REAL / TY /^rl/ % 


Amo HE REMEMBEREO MOW THEY'D VOWED TO MEET 
AGAIN THE FOLLOWING YEAR ...IN THE SAME CAFE. ANO 

HE P OREAMED ABOUT HER TILL THEN .. 

ITsUZA NNE...tO\) ^ I DIDN'T THINK YOU'D '\JF 
H\REMEMBEfiED.'jM COME. ID ROBED... but IjE£ 
■ r-^CYiiTX. was AFRAID... 


IT DOESN'T REALLY NATTER . SUE^ 
REALLY / ITS JUST. ..THAT... THAT... 


ANO, BY GOO, I'VE NEVER 
r EVEN SEEN HER 

L FACE.../^' 


GOOD LORD * 




He lifted the mask 


Herbie reached over gently... 

UNTIEING THE SILKEN CORD THAT 
HELO SUE'S MASK IN PLACE ... 


SHE'S STILL 
MASKED... j 


'GOING TO BED WITH 1 
A MASK ON. IT’S -H 
RIDICULOUS... J 


1 


TH -THANK GOD f I WAS 
n ONLY DREAMING f 


/ NOT YOU * 

SHOULOtfTl 
V-W£... ri 



HE REACHED FOR THE LIGHT- NERVOUSLY-DREADINa. 


' WHY DID X DREAM THAT AWFUL 
DREAMT what did IT MEAN f I'LL 
LOVE HER... NO MATTER WHAT SHE 
M LOOKS LIKE.. r- — - 1 






She looked op at him with terror I 

IN HER EYES. HE CLAWED AT THE 


THE MASK... SHE'S STILL 
W£ A SING He* MASK . .MST 
“f LIKE IN NY DREAM , — 


BLAST IT. 


7 IT'S T/M£ I 
SAM, SUEf 

r IT'S 
JIMEf ' 


DON'T. HERBIE' 
DON'T TRY TO 
TAKE IT OFFf 


He WAS A WILD NAN NOW... MS FINGERS 0I6GIN6 in 
TUGGING. .PULLING... FRIGHTENED BY THE DREAN. HE 


I Then... SUE'S screan of protest. blooo-curoling. 


Ihysterical. 


NO, HERBIE! I BEG ' 
OF YOU ! YOU SAID 
IT DOESN'T NATTER. 
)■ YOU SAID... ^ 


it DOES 


NO! NO! 


THAT* SUE'S SKIN 


YOU HAVE M YOUR HAND.' DON'T FUNS 
IT FRON YOU LIKE THATf SHE MAY 


HER BLOOD FLOODED OUT OVER THE PILLOW. HER RAW FLESH OUIVERED 
LIVERLY. HER EYES GLAZED. HER SICKLY GRINNING MOUTH... NOW 
STRIPPED OF ITS FLESH LIPS... CHOCKED OUT THE WORDS AS HIS 


LOSE FACE/ WCLL,KIODKS .THAT*S 
MY CONTRIBUTION TO THE CRY FT- _ 


IP I bUnimnnun iv in» • ' ' 

KEEFER’S MAS FOR thb time. xU 
see YOU NEXT in MY MAS. THE 
VAULT OF HORROR but before I 

TURN YOU BACK TO C. K., SOME SOUND 
httrWL ADVICE. DON'T TRY 
10 R£ MOVE A DAME'S 
/fjL MASK AT DINNER TILL 

YOU'RE SURE SHI * 
■/ I W WEAR /NO ONE. OR 

TO I In Y0U MAY H STUCK 

MS im HA" 7 " THECHEEKt 


CHOKE.. 


I GURGLE... NEVER- ■ MORE . - A MASK. 




WF >17 F.C. /IRE PROUDEST 
OF OUR SCIENCE - FICTION 
MAGAZINES! LOOK FOR... 


“WEIRD 5 

SCIENCE 


LOOK FOR 
THESE SEALS 


THEY ARE YOUR ASSURANCE OF TOP 
ENTERTAINMENT. FOUND ONLY ON 
THE FOLLOWING EC. MAGAZINES: 

TALES FROM THE CRYPT 
HAUNT OF FEAR • VAULT OF HORROR 
SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES 
CRIME SUSPENSTORIES 
TWO-FISTED TALES • FRONTLINE COMBAT 
MAD 

WEIRD SCIENCE • WEIRD FANTASY 
AND THE 2SC ANNUAL ANTHOLOGIES: 
WEIRD SCIENCE-FANTASY 
TWO-FISTED ANNUAL • TALES OF TERR'IR 


UJHEI1 VOUBUV! 



As he poised on the edge of the lake, 
Stan Albert chuckled aloud. This Mr. 
Karin was a real smart joe. He real- 
ized that a small expenditure can 
often bring fabulous returns if you're 
not wishy-washy about using meth- 
ods that are slightly illegal. His offer 
to Stan was a good example of a 
shrewd operator skirting with ethics 
in order to win a potful of money. Stan 
tonsed and his bronzed body arched 
in a neat dive; hardly a ripple sig- 
naled his entry into the water. With 
powerful strokes he slid quickly un- 
der the surface, to the spot where Karin 
and this dope Foster were fishing 
from their rowboats. All he had to do 
for the $500, Stanley reflected as he 
surged forward underwater, was de- 
tach the bait from Foster's fishing line, 
so that Karin could land a bigger 
catch. There was $5,000 riding on the 
contest . . . the man to bring in the 
larger fish would pocket as much as 
Stan ordinarily made in a year! Smart 
of Karin to offer half-a-grand just to 
make the bet less of a gamble for him- 
self! The easiest dough Stan Albert 
had ever made! 

In the greenish water Stan saw 
Foster's hook; with a powerful surge 
Stan slipped through the depths to- 
ward the object of his pact with Karin. 
500 bucks, Stanley thought as he 
reached out and steadied Foster's 
bobbing line . . . just to help a man 
win a contest ! A small fortune to make 
certain that the right man brought in 
a bigger fish than his opponent! 

Carefully, his fingers moving with 




great delicacy, Stan began to slide 
the bait free. This guy Foster was a 
chiseler, too, Stan grinned. His hook 
was bigger than had been agreed on; 
this was a battle between two un- 
scruplous operators. And he stood to 
profit from the contest! 

Now the bait was almost off the 
hook, and Stan felt his chest tighten- 
ing as his lungs clamored for fresh 
air. The bait was caught on the bent 
part of the hook and Stan gave a tug 
to wrench it free. Another 30 seconds 
was all he could endure without com- 
ing to the surface . . . he'd have to 
throw discretion to the winds and pull 
the hook good and hard! 

Suddenly the line became taut un- 
der his fingers and Stan felt the hook 
slithering free. With surprise he was 
aware of the glittering metal moving 
upward. Then a ripping sensation at 
his throat sent a spasm of pain stab- 
bing through his body. The big hook 
had become cruelly imbedded in 
Stan's throat and was tearing the 
tender skin open with each passing 
second. Already the water was be- 
coming discolored with the reddish 
fluid pouring from his gaping wound! 

Stan felt himself growing faint as 
he struggled futilely to escape the 
torturous hook, and as the life drained 
swiftly from his writhing body he was 
dimly aware that he was being lifted 
laboriously toward the surface. All 
around him the water had become a 
swirling mass of blood . . . his fingers 
were losing all feeling . . . the taste in 
his mouth was hot, acid, gagging 

In his last moment, before darkness 
closed in and blotted out Stan Albert's 
shuddering agony, he knew that Fos- 
ter .. . working frantically to pull in 
his line . . . had caught himself a really 
big fish! 




m 
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144 BIG PAGES IN 
FULL COLOR 

Containing the complete 
itory of the Lite of Christ 
and Peter and Paul and 
the founding of the Early 
Christian Church. Included 
• re maps showing Palestine 
at the time of Jesus and 
chronological indexes of 
principal events and Scrip- 
tute references to episodes 
illustrated. 


232 BIG PAGES IN 
FULL COLOR 

Here under one cover, in 
lull color continuity, re- 
edited and arranged in 
chronological order, are all 
I he iloriei of the Old Tet- 
lament heron from the 
four issues of the magarine. 
Printed in four color* 
throughout and bound 
with hrithlli raraubed 
heart board corns. 



\ Struggle for 

(Writ* tor specie I school prlco*) 


EDUCATIONAL COMICS. INC. 

22S LAFAYETTE ST.. NEW YORK 12. N. Y. 

I enclose J Cor copies 

COMPLETE OLD TESTAMENT 7$< □ 

COMPLETE NEW TESTAMENT iOc D 

PICTURE STORIES FROM SCIENCE I No. 2) [ 

PICTURE STORIES FROM WORLD HIST. (No. I) [ 

(ISc for each copy) 


* wed petite* ttnepi. 




THE CRYPT-KEEPER’S CORNER 


Heh. hehl Seems that our Horror Hll Parade has cre- 
ated quite a stir among you hep-bidiots! Here are the 
latest hadditions to our collection, courtesy ol Nelson 
Bridwell ol Oklahoma City. Okla.: Milton Hughes ol 
Maysv'.lle. Ky.. Dick Baumann ol Glenbeulah. Wis 
Patrick McKemam ol Germantown. Pa.. Emanuel Pc- 
luto ol Brooklyn. N. Y.; Richard Renner ol Staten 
Island. N. Y.; Otis Barron ol Monsey. N. Y-: Roger 
Todahl ol Fergus Falls. Minn-: Ira Bankofl ol Brooklyn. 
N Y . and Lynn Weber ol Woodcliil Lake. N. | 


OKLAHOMICIDE 
BIER-BARREL POLKA 
A ROUND THE CORONER 
ANNIE GORY 
SLAUGHTER BOY 
I LOATHE YOU CRUELLY 
SUME-HOUSE BLUES 
THE TENNESSEE VAULTS 
SOMEBODY ROLLED MY PAL 
HOWRE YOU GONNA KEEP EM DOWN ON THE 
FARM (AFTER THEY'VE READ E.C.I) 

BETTY NO-HEAD 

WHEN JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME 
AGAIN. (HORROR. HORROR I ) 

I GOT HER SON IN THE MORNING. 

(TOOK BICARB THAT NIGHT!) 

SEVERED HEADS AMONG THE GHOULS 
WHO MUNCHED ON THAT BODY IN THE COFFIN. 
(CHOKE. CHOKE!) 

(THE ONE WITH THE PUTRIF1ED VEIL!! 

WISH YOU WERE WOLF 
OLD CROAKS AT HOME 
CHOKE ME. DRILL ME, SQUISH ME 


And while In a musical rein, here ate some BOP 
letters Irora some of you cals . . . 


Dear Cryplsy, 

Dig Nils, man! i think your comic books are real gone. 


Anyone interested can wnte to US. Lynn! Yep., 
my idiot editors have -Manned me that, due to th 
huge quantity ol requests (two!) (he E C organization 
is contemplating starting some sort ol fan club. The 
best minds (?) are now busily at work contemplating. 
Further announcements will be forthcoming when the 
contemplations have been completed. But don't worry . 

. it'll cost money! See THE VAULT OF HORROR No.j 
33 for the next exciting episode in this latest money-S 
grabbing short! 


Dear Crypt-Keeper, 

II someone doesn't hare enough sense 
then he's probably too stupid to understand t hi 




I can't help thinking how much Shakespeare I 
missed by not reading or writing stories like yours. 


. How in the heck could a human lire in the same 
apartment with a corpse lor about two months? I'm 
referring fo "Curiosity Killed . . in T.C No 36. 
Wouldn't it . . well . . kind ol smell? Certainly, when 
Mrs. Clayton called upon Mr. Durand, and he opened 
the door wide open, wouldn't she have smelled the 
smell Irom the smell ? II not. please explain 
lack Laws 

San Antonio. Texas 


Chlorophyll! 


You have forgotten an important character in horror 
literature . . . the GHOUL. Won't you try to get a 
GHOULIsh story in your books? 


I. Formisano 
Newark. N. I. 


. I'd walk a mile lor your mag . . . it's real coo It 
/udy Albarado 
Chicago. III. 

■ Man! That cra-a-a-a-iy cool slaty. The Handler. " 
by flay Bradbury, in the last cool issue ol "Tales From 
The Crypt.” was real cooil 


P.S. Dig that cra-a-a 


Hepster Jim Moian 
Richmond, N. Y. 
a-azy undertaker! 


. . . I want to congratulate you and you r "crane- 
lederates'' lor turning out such super-George mags 


We may oblige you sooner than 

In closing, the usual commercial ann ounc 
The thJrd annual TALES OF TERROR. EC.'s he 
fhology, 126 pages ol chills (?). sixteen con 
scream stories . . . not counting 4 texts 
Irom 19S2 . . .is now available lor 2Sc. you r name, and 
yout address' Subscriptions to any E.C. mag will cost 
you the unheard ol price ol 7 Sc ... ’A el a dollar lor 
six . . half-a-dozen .issues. (E.C. fan club? They're 
still contemplating!! Address where you send lot all 
this drivel ... or where YOU send US drivel . . . is: 



The Crypt-Keeper 
Room 706, Dept. 3B 
225 Lafayette St. 

N Y C 12. N Y. 



* IT'S HI STOMACH, DOC 1 I GOT PAINS f IT 
HURTS ME ...HERE .. EVERY time I LAUGH.' 


' I'M SORRY I KEPT YOU WAITING, SIR, BUT I'VE BEEN 
HAVING PERSONAL DIFFICULTIES AT HOME. YOUR 
CALL SEEMED URGENT. WHAT SEEMS TO BE THE 
ROUBLE? 


'*•9 Hi 


Doctor faloer supped out of his overcoat 


ROOM AND ROLLED UP HIS SLEEVES - 


ALL RIGHT' WE'LL TAKE A 
LOOK AT YOU. IF YOU'LL 
STEP THIS WAY, MR. MR. . 
TM AFRAID I DIDN'T T* 
X CATCH THE NAME. f 


> MIGHT AS WELL GIVE YOU A 1 
THOROUGH GOING-OVER, MR. m 
CEELY. WHILE I'M EXAMINING 
l YOU, YOU CAN TELL ME ABOUT 
THIS PAIN YOU'VE BEEN HAVING. 


saoj 

.o.n.i 


rm t 


CEELY. OOCf ERNIE 
CEELY' I'M NEW 
'ROUND THESE PARTS 
BEEN IN TOWN ABOUT 
, TWO WEEKS. 


ERNIE VISITED THE DOCTOR 
BUT NEVER EXPECTED THE 

IMf&HW) 

n 

E"Mll SHIFTED UNCOMFORTABLY ON THE LEATHER CHAIR IN THE DOCTOR'S WAITING ROOM. FROM TIME TO TIME, 
THE EXPRESSION ON HIS LOOSE FLABBY- FEATUREO FACE WOULD CHANGE FROM ONE OF ANXIETY TO THAT OF A 
CHEERFUL GRIN, AND HE WOULD CHUCKLE SILENTLY OR LAUGH OUT LOUO.WHEN THAT HAPPENED, HE WOULD CLUTCH 
MIS STOMACH AND THE GRIN WOULD FADE AND THE ANXIETY WOULD RETURN ONCE MORE. HE SHOOK HIS HEAD 
SADLY AFTER HIS MOST RECENT OUTBURST OF HILARITY ANO LOOKED UP WITH RELIEF AS DOCTOR FALOER ENTERED.. 


t . w 




T ME DOCTOR SUPPED INTO MIS 
WHITE LAB COAT- 


T HE DOCTOR BENT OVER THE SINK 
AND BE6AN TO WASH HIS H«NOS - 


DOC FALDER LOOK ED AT ERNE 
QUIZZICALLY AS HE DRIED HIS 
SCRUBBED HANDS... 


» AN' LAST WEEK I 
NEARLY DIED LAUGHIN'. 1 
• I PULLEO THIS GAG, SEE . 
AND I FI6URE I STRAINED 
MYSELF LAUGHIN’ OVER IT 


STRAINED YOURSELF, 
MR. CEELY? MOW? . 
OH IF YOU'LL ^ 
PLEASE REMOVE J 
f YOUR SHIRT. 


P SURE, DOC! 
•fEAH.THAT'S 
WHAT I FIGURE 
HAPPENED. 
YUH SEE. DOC 
, / GO FOR ' 
L. YAKS..J& 


YAKS, DOC! ' 
LAUGHS' LARGE 
) CHARGES' 1 
GET A BANG OUT 
OF JOKES . L 
PRACTICAL J 
JOKES... J 


GO FOR YAKS, 
MR. CEELY? I 
don't UNDER- 
■ STAND ■ 


Ernie stood before the doctor. stripped to the 

WAIST... THE EXAMINING ROOM LIGHTS REFLECTING ON 
MIS OBESE BODY. DOC FALDER PLACED HIS STETH0- 
SCOPE TO HIS EARS.. 


PlTHisiSTHE ELECTRIC COMPANY, MADAM .1 
WE'RE CHECKING ON THE STREET LAMPS \ 
: IN YOUR AREA. WOULD YOU KINDLY LOOK | 
\ AND SEE IF THE STREET LAMP OUTSIDER 
■■YOUR HOUSE IS UT? / 


SO YOU'RE A PRACTICAL ) 
JOKER. EH, MR CEELY? Z 
WHAT SORT OF PRACTICAL 
5IV. J OKE S ? a 


[THEY . HEH. ..THEY PALL *> 
FOR IT EVERY r/HE.OOC 
HEH , HEH . THEY . . OOOOH ' 

M ^ 


BREATHE DEEPLY 
AND HOLD IT_ 


/WELL, BE SURE TO PUT I 
’ IT OUT BEFORE YOU GO 
TO BED, HUH, HONEY? ’BYE.. 




T ME OOCTOR MOVCO THE STETHOSCOPE ABOUT ERNIE'S I 
CHEST, LISTENING GRIMLY... 


yOUT, HUH? HIS 
\ DINNER'S GETTIN' 
S' COLO. , ^ 


.ROSIE’S CANDY STORE?! YES, 
; YOU GOT PHILIP m SIR' 
I NORRIS IN A m j 
m. CART OH ? 


STUFF LIKE THAT. HEH.HEM' 


I ANO WHAT WAS 1 
THAT, MR CEELY: 


WHAT A rnorr MEH.HEH' I. 

t^OOOoOOH..^^^ 


THE GREATEST, the SOREST 
THE BEST YAK I EVER PULLEO.' 

I TELL YOU.. I NEARLY DIED 

' — ft LAUGHIN'... ^ 


[‘So LAST WEEK, I BUY ME SOME HUNKS OF HORSE-MEAT. 
I REAL CHEAP STUFF B/G AN’ RAW AN' BLOODY. AN' I i 
k BUY ME SOME KID'S CLOTHES. AN' I STUFF THE MEAT 
\ IN THE KID'S CLOTHES ANO I GO DOWN TO THE TRACKS 
■ ABOUT NOON AND I LAY THE MESS ON THE TRACKS NEAR ' 


I OET THIS IDEA, SEE 7 I NOTICE THAT THE RIDS J 
IN THIS BERG ALL PLAY DOWN BY THE RAILROAD 
TRACES AH' I NOTICE THAT THE LIMITED SHOOTS 
THROUGH, DOIN’ ABOUT SEVENTY, EVERY DAY AT NOON.. 






.'Doc, YOU SHOULD HAVE SEEN THE FACES ON THOSE 
FIDS' THEY TOOK ONE LOOK AT THE OONY MESS AND 
THEY STARTED RUN N IN' IN ALL DIRECTIONS-’ ^ _ 

ftHEH,HEHTHEH?rtj / GOLLY UA 


■) SOME- ]£ 
\ BODY S 
{SCREAMED*! 


IT TOOK ‘EM MAYBE ill 
THREE HOURS \ L. 
BEFORE THEY FOUNO 
OUT IT WEREN'T NO ^ 
FID 60TKILLEO -SIRENS. 
ano AMBULANCES ^ 

RUNNIN' AROUND LIKE M 

rn CRAZY r «*y 


WAIT HERE, MR. 
CEELY. I'LL BE 
f A MOMENT . 


HONEST, DOC. I NEARLY DIED 
LAU6HIN'. YOU SHOULD HAVE 
SEEN THEIR FACES. SOON, THE 
WHOLE TOWN COME OUT... 


YOU'LL BE FINE, MR. CEELY. AND NOW, 
I WANT YOU TO 60 OUT INTO THE 
WA/TINO ROOM ano SIT DOWN. I'LL 1 
CALL YOU WHEN I'M READY. I want . 
TO PERFORM SOME TESTS ON YOU. 


W HERE. MR CEELY. 
SWALLOW THESE f 


YUH KNOW WHAT'S 
WRONC, DOC ? WILLI 
BE ALL RIGHT * 



GET COMPLETELY 4 
UNDRESSED, MR. 

CtELY. , itut TOR YOUR 

SNORTS/ aho while 
YOU'RE COINS THAT, 
LISTEN TO WHAT I 
I HAVE TO SAY. . X J 


just RELAX, mr. 
CEELV. I'LL BE . 
READY TOR YOU ] 
\ SHORTLY ...^A 


V DOC/ tons- V- 
THIN'S HAP- 
> PENJM'f HERE) 
IT HURTS... EVEN 
•THEN I DON'T < 
1 LAUGH, NOW. .) 


'One day the mother sent her two boys out to 
[play, sic told the eigkt-year-olo to watch the 

rTHRCE -YEAR-OLO AMO KEEP HIM _OUT_gf MIS CHIEF...' 
JpSEET>IArST^ ETOO ES NT 

1 BET HIMSELF DIRTY, JEFFREY -Jpg’! MAMA f J A 


THERE WAS A TAMIL Y IN THIS | 
TOWN. MR. C EEL Y’ A MOTHER , 

A FATHER. ANO TWO CHILDREN.. 
BOYS... ONE , E/SHT... THE YOUNG J 

j^v one. three... Pmmrm 


■ CAN'T STAND 
\ RIOS? BOY, you 
...J SHOULD HAVE 

r SEEN THEM A 
FACES WHEN 1 
THEY SAW that J 
BLOOOY MESS 1 


’The eight-year-old went to play with his 

.FRIENDS. HE'D COMPLETELY FORGOTTEN ABOUT HIS \ 
• LITTLE THREE YEAR OLO BROTHER UNTIL HE HEARD i 
*A BLOOD-CURDLING S CREA M ... * . . L j 

WHAT ) 

1 J I WAS 

THAT? ) / 4 


‘But the eight-year-olo wandereo away... left the 

THREE -YEAR-OLO . DISREGARDED HIS MOTHER'S WISHES. 
'AND THE THREE -YEAR-OLO GOT ALL MUODY PLAYING 
[WHERE HE SHOULDN'T HfNE^..' . 

JbLM cim, stevey,' just J 

k ■n'- y L0C ' 1T ,ckj ' x" V 




I'lN HER FRIGHTENEO ANXIETY, THE 
[ MOTHER'D THOUGHTLESSLY LEFT HER 
r THREE -YEAR-OLD SON IN THE TUB 
.WHERE SHFO BEEN BATHING HIM...’ 


Jeffrey thought that the 
BLOODY REMAINS LYING UPON THE 
RAILROAD TRACKS DIMS HIS YOUNGER 
BROTHER, STEVEY* FEAR CLUTCHED 
AT HIS LITTLE EIGHT- YEAR -OLD 
HEART. HE STARTED RUNNING HOME- 
■WILDLY. HE NEVER SAW THE TRUCK.’. 


JEFFREY! 
t MY BABY: 


Doctor faloer's grip was like a vise of steel as 


IErnie stooo, oisrobeo, before the doctor, staring 

I AT HIS WIDE FLAMING EYES- 


you SAY YOU ALMOST DIED LAUGHING OVER ] 
YOUR PRACTICAL JOKE, MR. CEELY? WELL .NOW 
YOU WILL DIE LAUGHING f THOSE CAPSULES 
I GAVE YOU CONTAINED FISH HOOKS... 
BARBED LITTLE FISH HOOKS- tar?'"' 


T YES, MR. CEELY. THAT WAS NY 
( FAMILY'S STORY. THE EI6HT- 
* YEAR- OLO DIED FROM BEING 
STRUCK BY THE TRUCK. THE BABY 
DROWNED, my w/FE dropped 
dead OF a HEART ATTACK M 



DIE LAUGHING. ERNIE' 

DIE LAUGHING f 


YAAAAA44 


FREER- 

KOOKERY. 


ANO SO WE LEAVE ERNIE C 
WITH THE LITTLE FISHHOOKS I* 
his QUIVERING STOMACH. kn< 
FULL WELL THAT THE DOC WILL M 
SURE ERNIE GETS THE POINT OF 1 
THIS GAG. . BARBED POINTS fL 
in FACT. ERNIE... THS LAST YAK “ 
WILL KILL YOU* AND NOW, THE I 
J WITCH AWA/TB.WITH I ‘ 


K RAWLY. 




LAUGH' a 




Th UEA 


BUSTED 


DID* 


GUT. 


Doctor faloer rolleo out the equipment he'o prepared ano set 

IT ABOUT THE STRIPPEO RECLINING FIGURE OF SCREAMING ERNIE CEELY. 
THEN THE OOC TURNED ALL OF THE EQUIPMENT ON. ANO THE FEATHERS 
TICKLED THE SOLES OF ERNIE'S FEET ANO NUDGED HIS RIBS ANO UNDER HIS 
ARMS ANO BEHIND HIS EARS 



MEE.MEE' AND NOW THAT TOON APPETITES TON HORROR HAVE BEEN SUFFICIENTLY PIQUED BY MY 
FELLOW SLIME-SLIHOERS ...C.K. and Y.K., IT*S time fob ME TO FEED YOU FOUL FARE. SO HON 
INTO THE HAUNT OF FEAR. FIENDS . AND YOUR HOSTESS IN HEAVES, THE OLD WITCH, WILL OISH 
OUT THE DELICIOUS DELVtNC INTO THE DELIRIOUS, CALLED.. 


The cemetery lay silent beneath a cold moon that 
SKIPPED IN AND OUT FROM BEHIND DARK CLOUDS THAT 
RACED ALOW ON A BRISK NOVEMBER WIND. BELOW, THE 
MUFFLEO SOUND OF DIG6IN6 ECHOED INTO THE NIGHT. A 
MAN STOOD KNEE-OEEPIN AN EXCAVATION AMONG THE 
FLAT PLAINLY-MARKED GRAVES, ANXIOUSLY SINKING HIS 
SPADE INTO THE SOFT EARTH AND TOSSING IT ONTO A 
GROWING PILE BESIDE HIM. EVERY SO OFTEN THE MAN 
WOULD STOP HIS WORK, LISTEN, AND THEN .HEARING 
N0THIN6-- .CONTINUE DI66IN6 ... 


r I THOUGHT THERE WAS SOMETHING SCREWY MW 1 
this WHOLE SET-UP. Right from the BE6INNIN0, 
l FELT IT. NOW I'M GOING TO FIND OUT. . FOR SURE. 


The man furiously spaded the black loam out 

OF THE EVER-DEEPENING HOLE ... ALL THE WHILE 
| MUMBLING TO HIMSELF... 


r 'THE 8 RATEFUL HOBOES' SOCIETY'.' M 
HNMPH f IT SMELLED FUNNY from the W 
START/ AN EXPERIENCED REPORTER LEARNS 
TO SENSE THESE things, and / SENSED IT. 
, THAT FIRST DAY... AT THE PRESS CON- ^ 
FERENCE in the MAYOR'S OFFICE. .. M 




I HERETOFORE, THESE wretched 
UNFORTUNATES have been LAID 
TO REST St OUR O/TT IN ROT- 
TER'S FIELDS MAINTAINED BY 
TOUR TAXES. NOW. THIS sad 

RESPONSIBILITY HAS BEEN TAKEN 
OUT Of YOUR CITY'S HANDS. / 
^ OCNTIEMEN... J 


...MAY I PRESENT FEUX J. CORE- 
HARD. REPRESENTATIVE Of 'THE 
ORATEFUL HOBOES 0 SOCIETY'. 
WHO WILL TELL YOU OF THE 

WONDERFUL OFFER his 
OHQANIZATION HAS MADE THE 
OFFER I HAVE GRACIOUSLY 
) ACCENTED f MR. COPEHARD-. 


r SENTLEMEN ' OUR FAIR CITY HAS 
LONS HAD THE PROBLEM OF D/S- 
ROS/NO OF ITS DERELICTS AND 
HOMELESS ONES who PASS 
AWAY with NO FRIENDS OR a 
RELATIVES to PROPERLY 
W BURY THEM... 

L ^ fTMm 


'I REMEMBER SHIFTY-EYED MR. COPEHARD... SlIILiNO. . 

SO F T -SPOKEN...' _ — — *». . , 

(benTLEME h^THE 6RATEFUL HOBOES, OUTCASTS. 
I AND UNWANTEDS' LAYAWAY SOCIETY: 'THi. 

[ GRATEFUL HOBOES' SOCIETY’ FOR SHORT, was 
f F0RME0 BY A CROUP OF SUCCESSFUL BUSINESS 
, AMD PROFESSIONAL MEN who felt that they 
{ OWED A DEBT OF BRAT/TUDE TO THIS FAIR CITY. 


( ALL THE MEMBERS Of THIS ORGANIZATION CAME TO 
THIS CITY AS DOWN- AND- OUTERS. DR/FTERS. DER- 
ELICTS. OR JUST PLAIN BUMS, but HERE, THEr 
FOUND OPPORTUNITY. HERE. THEY FOUND FINAN- 
CIAL SUCCESS, and SO INGRATITUDE... THEY 
1 HAVE BANDED TOOETHER TO AID and ENDOW 
others LESS FORTUNATE than themselves . 
OTHER ORIFTERS AND UNWANTEDS . THEY HAVE < 
PURCHASED A SMALL PARCEL OF LAND in ONE 
OF OUR CITY'S SUBURBS, LANDSCAPED IT_. AND 
HAVE TURNEO IT INTO A CEMETERY... 


... A BEAUTIFUL CEMETERY, where the POOR 
OUTCASTS WHO HAVE NOT BEEN AS FORTUNATE J 
AS THEY MAY BE LAID TO FINAL REST IN A 
DIGNITY WHEN THEY PASS FROM OUR 
l MORTAL WORLD.. v*~'N 


1 THE GRATEFUL HOBOES’.. WHO PREFER TO remain 
ANONYMOUS . . .have created an ENDOWMENT FUNOi 
THROUGH MUTUAL CONTRIBUTIONS, with which ALL 
FUNERAL and CEME TERY UPKEEP EXPENSES wh. L 
BE MET. NO LONGER WILL YOUR TAXES BE NEEDED FOR 
THIS PURPOSE. NO LONGER will SHODDY POTTER 'S 
FIELDS MAR THE BEAUTY Of OUR FAIR CITY’S SUR- 
ROUNOINO COUNTRYSIDE. NO LONGER WILL. . 




[ 'Yes.it smelled FUNNY ALL RIGHT. 
II REMEMBER LISTENING TO MR. ' 
' COREMARD RAVE ON, EXPOUNDING j 
I UPON THE WONDERFUL GROUP OF \ 
V PHILANTHROPISTS HE REPRESENTED .. 
'A NO I, REMEMBER FINALLY ASKING.’ ( 

iTr-co^J'-T-N 

[ HARO IS: WHY SHOULD A j EXPLAINER 
/GROUP OF RICH HEN J SIR ALL I 
SUOOENLY BECOME aIOF THESE J 
| CONCERNED ABOUT MEN. / 

, SOME OERELICTS'r^TKs^ f ^ 

\FUNERALS?J V 1 


Jyes yes.. THEY WERE X'THE ' 
'ALL ONCE BUNS ) CRATE- J 
THEMSELVES, you/ EUL \ 
EXPLAINED THAT. \ HOBOES' ( 
BUT WHY WAIT UNTIL ] ARE ALL ' 
THESE DERELICTS / SELF- MADE \ 
DIE BEFORE HELP-\MEN, SIR 
INC THEM' couldn't J THEY ) 
THE MONEY BE PUT TO 7 RECEIVED \ 
BETTER BY /NO HELP J 
REHABILITATING \ WHEN THEY ( 
THEM WHILE THEY 1 WERE OOWN.J 
L- ARE ALIVE? 


( THE PRESENT V 
/CONDITION OF THE 
[DERELICT IN OUR CITY 1 
/DOES NOT CONCERN I 
(THESE MEN. LET THE M 
DERELICT RISE UP T 
AS THEY HAVE DONE. 

BUT WHEN THE DERELICT J 

can NO LONGER RISE UL 
WHEN HE HAS PASSED ON- 
THEN LET HIM BE RAJGEi 
IN FINAL REST 


'And z remember in the years that followeo, 

RETURNING FROM TIME TO TIME ANO SEEING THE ROLL- 
ING LAWNS WITH THE SIMPLE GRAV E MARKE R S ' _ 
#^^2^7^ho^omeno only" WORX^ 

m GRAVE MOUNDS * ) HERE, mister. 

■ ^h-7/' — - — ^ the SOCIETY 1 

W / SAYS THIS IS THE 

A ..■*% J MODERN WAY a { 

U ay, l/ \\ )% CEMETERY SHOULD 

|flU| laJFm, LOOK S. JDOIML 

1 TNErSAV 


^YEAH, BEAUTIFUL f 
IT ALMOST PAYS TO 
DIE PENNILESS .A 


SURE. CHIEF/ 1 
HEY, DID YOU 
SAY THE M. 
THOUSANDTH 
DERELICT? . 


jtfiuT AFTER A WHILE THE WORK OF 'THE GRATEFUL 
\WOBO£S‘ SOCIETY " BECAME STALE NEWS ANO I 
TURNED TO OTHER THINSS. THEN, THIS MORNING, 
i m EDITOR CALLED ME IN. ' 

SWEENEY. YOU COVERED^THE OPENINGJYCAH, CH IEF ' 

i of ’the grateful hoboes'societyVJwhat’s up? 

CEMETERY FOR OUTCASTS ANO y— 

. UNWANTEOS.DIfitLT YOU? ^ 


'well accoroing to the OBIT *■ 
DEPARTMENT they’re burying 
the THOUSANDTH DERELICT < 
/TODAY. TAKE A RUN OUT AND J 
COVER IT FOR US, HUH? 

V OUGHT TO BE WORTH A Jf 
f PARAGRAPH OR TWO. Jt 






WHY COULDN'T IT? 

1 IT'S BEEN ALMOST 
I SEVEN YEANS- A 
THIS is a BIG CITY. 

I WE GOT A LOT OF J 
BUNS. . A 


\YEAH, J BUT THAT'S 
.WHY* J IMPOSSIBLE.' ' 
^ ^ IT COULDN'T BE. 


UNDENSTAND, ) 

.CHIEF. I'LL / 
I SEE YOU LATER-' 


Xl'M SWEENEY. 
FROM THE GLOBE, a 
COME OUT TO COVER 
THE FUNENAL 
^.TOPAY.. JXW 


' I WATCHED THEM DIO T HE SIX FOOT HOL E 
r'OKAYf THAT'S ) /just'in TIME 
^ !Tf c^*^£TOO. HERE THEY r 

COME' y* 


OH? I SEE WELL.THE * 
GRAVEDIGGERS ARE OVER 
iTHERE HOW, PREPARING 
‘ THE GRAVE, 


I'LL JUST MOSEY 
OVER AND WATCH. 

, IF YOU OON'tJ 

. minu tfv 


'I WATCHED THE WHOLE CEREMONY. A FEW 
DERELICT FRIENDS OF THE DEPARTED ONE HAD 
COME ALON6 TO PAY THEIR LAST RESPECTS TO 
.THEIR FELLOW f>J ^ 


LOWED THE 
COFFIN.. 


SCHNIFF. 





I STARTED PACING. I PACED ALONG THE GATE ON THE 
NEST SIDE OF THE CEMETERY. THEN I PACED ALONG 
THE GATE ON WJEJ<ORTHjSipE.^/_ > ^»"' ,, “'“i^.^—<^'»^^ 

'sB^fgrfv^r^'frr~ri^w m mbht/j. I 


'After the gravediggers left, i stoco a while 
LOOKING OUT OVER THE ROLLING LA WHS WITH THE 
SIMPLE MARKERS AND THE NEW FRESH G RAVE-MOUND 
JUTTING OUT LIKE A SORE THUMB. 


THAT'S STRANBEf 
VERT STRANGE. . s' 


'And orove to the nearest shop- 
ping SECTION, r STOPPED AT A 

HARDW ARE STORE../ 

ukeTto buy A SPADE J 


• There WAS something FISHY 

ABOUT THIS SET-UP. I KNEW IT. 

I took a last look at the 

SINGLE MOUND AMID THE GREENg 

(L f THEY MUST 

\ / BE STACKIN' 

ft C THEM. ONE 

/ ABOVE THE 
A H OTHER 

? Jz UNLESS Ji 


'I WENT BACK Tone CAR. I 
STARTED SCRATCHING AWAY ON MY 
MEM OjPAD- . ■ FIGURING / _ 

IjsfwHAfTrHOu. sht/ 

W THERE ISN’T ENOUGH AREA 
WT IN THAT CEMETERY FOR A * 

L THOUSAND BRAVES / - 



‘And then, SOMETH/NB NAPRENED. somethino 
WEIRD and FRI6HTENINB. the MOUND ..THE 
SI AISLE BRAVE-MOUND.. .SUNK DOWN INTO THE 
EARTH . SUNK DOWN until IT was LEVEL WITH 
THE SURROUNDINO BRASS . ’ . y Tl 


I DROVE BACK TO THE CEMETERY AND HIO MY CAR. I 
SCALED THE FENCE, PICKED A HIDING PLACE, AND 

►WAITED... WATCHING — Lys->ys *>- 

mj^^^WA^TLLyjND OUT. I'LL FIND 

jyffP^KOT , rlwv Our WHAI i his .s ALL ABOUT r 


BOOD LORD . 




T»C CEMETERY LAY SILENT BENEATH A COLO MOON. 
THE MUFFLED SOUND OF DIG6IN6 ECHOED INTO THE 
MIGHT. THE MAN MUMBLED TO HBISELF AS HE DUG 
FURIOUSLY. . / f 


The souno of metal striking metal reverberated 

IN THE DEEP HOLE THE MAN HAD OUG. HE LOOKED 

AROUND, CONFUSED. , , v- — v^. 

f NETAL THAT'S funny? the COFFIN was T* 
WOOD/ ANO. H£Y/ I'M a 6000 SIX FEET DOWN. 


-SO I'LL find out WHAT \ 
.THIS IS AU ABOUT/ J'u 
FIND OUT. WHY should 
» 6 HAVE HOUND JUST < 

SINK DOWN, just VANISH* 
f~f. WHY. ..f 


The man cleared the soil away from the metal 

I FLOOR OF THE GRAVE... 

fi,‘ 1^KF7 h£C0FFIN is 60 N£/ THIS . this 
IS A DOOR A DOOR that opens 

"'Hbdl ^^JOWNWAHD' 


The man stood up in the grave, he stared at 
THE OLO HOUSE NEARBY, BEYOND THE CEMETERY 
GATES. THERE WERE LIGHTS ON INSIOE IT, SHINING 
THROUGH SHADED WINDOWS.. ■ 


THE GRATEFUL HOBOES: 


Suddenly the metal floor 

BENEATH THE MAN'S FEET COL- 
LAPSED AND HE PLUMMETED DOWN- 


GOOD EYENIN6. ) 
.MR SWEENEY I 1 
THOU6HT I HEARD 
YOU KN0CK/N6 


COPEHARD.' 


Ht is TOO BAD' 

THAT YOU DIS- •« 
COVEREO OUR 
LITTLE SECRET, 
MR. SWEENEY. 


\/ THIS IS HOW 
Ul YOU CAN BURY 

1 a THOUSAND 
< BODIES IN A 
J CEMETERY THAT 
COULDN'T HOLD 
SIX HUNDRED. 




'midnight 1 
MESS'? 

I WHAT WAS IT 
ABOUT? 


YES. A HORROR j 
MAGAZINE. 'TALES ‘ 
FROM THE CRYPT, 1 
I BELIEVE. IN IT t 
WAS A STORY CALLED 
'MIDNIGHT MESS/ 
UP THOSE STAIRS, 4 
- PLEASE ... 


AS A MATTER Y THAT S WHY 
OF FACT, MR. ) THE MOUND 
SWEENEY, WE l SUNK DOWN? 
GOT THE IDEA \ER... YOU SAY 
FROM A COMIC I YOU GOT THE 
MAGAZINE / EF ..\lDEA from A 
NOTICE THAT THERE | COMIC 
IS A STEEL TRAP J MA6AZINE ? 


GOOD LORD / 


<0>\NO, UR. SWEEN EY WE MERELY 
APPLIED THE STORY TO OUR . 
OWN NEEDS. ALL WE DID WAS A 
BUY THIS HOUSE, AND.. IN 
THERE, PLEASE . /WJ 


I HE GRATEFUL 
HOBESf ? < 
VAMPIRES?.' 1 


IT WAS ABOUT AN ORGANIZATION OF 
VAMPIRES WHO ESTABLISHED A 
RESTAURANT WHERE THEY COULD 
GET JHt BLOOD THEY NEEDED.' 

■ THROUGH THAT DOOR PLEASE ... 


There were twenty or thirty of them... sitting about the huge 

BANQUE T TABLE. ■■ PATTING THEIR MOUTHS WITH THEIR NAPKINS. 
wy " MEET THE 'GRATEFUL HOBOE SOUTCASTSj ""cHOKE. .TS 
r and UNWANTEDS' LAYAWAY SOCIETY! MR. lr —-' . ^ 

SWEENEY. WE ARE WHAT OUR ^ -✓{‘GHOUL C 
INITIALS STAND FOR. . . IVVU^ 


r 'RAH,HEE, BEEN f SIS, BOOM,^\ 
BEAN / STICK ‘IM IN THE ASH ] 
CAN.' HIS BONES ARE PICKED / 

I CLEAN! ''HEE, HEE' THAT'S THE \ 
ORGANIZATIONS CHEER, CREEPS^ ' 
'NO CHOKING f AND NOW.IT'S TIME 
TO PUT OUT THE FIRE UNDER MY ■ 
CRUDDY CAULDRON and close j 
THE DOOR TO MY REEKING / 

RESTAURANT FOR TASTY \ 

TERROR TIB- \ 
BITS. WE'LL 

HpPRRSl ALL SEE YOU I 
jalWTO'J m \ NEXT IN THE J 

if / VAULT 0F \ 

W / HORROR. TILL 1 

V THEN ,6ET vow 

liWT WlJL \ D,ME ' S WORTH' 

IJlMk/ READ THIS WHOLE 
Li' jfwfWjBk RA0 OVER AGAIN' , 
KlA 1 OARE YOU f J 





0 Scarce Stamps-All Different- Sent Free 


ro StCUftf NAMES ron OUR MAILING LIST 


M AO: cl upon at once, Well send you this 
fascinating let' of 10 Hitler stamps Dif- 
ferent sites, colors, value*. NO COST TO YOU. 

These valuable Mumps were issued, by the 
short-lived nation of Bobemia-Moravia They 
e much sought after. Now they are becoming 
SCARCE And since the nation is no longer in 
existence— no new issues can be tainted. Our sup- 
ply is limited So, don't ask for mote than one set 
nut 3 2 Page took 

In addition to the FREE Hitler Stamps, we'll 
also include other interesting offers for your in- 
spection— PLUS a FREE copy ol our helpful, 
informative book. "How To Collect Postage 
Stamps." ft contains fascinating and true stories 
such as ‘the one about the If stamp (which a 
schoolboy gladly sold lor $1.50) and which was 
later bought for FORTY THOUSAND DOL- 
LARS 

This Free Book also contains expert advice on 
collecting; shows how to get started; where and 
how to find rare stamps; how to tell their real 
value; how to mount them, trade them; how to m 
start a stamp club; exciting stamp games, stq. | 
It has pictures galore' Full pages of pictures | 


HUW ( ( )ifj ( i 

HOST A (’I > . 


Supply Limited 
Mall Coupon At Once I 


showing odd stamps depicting native men and 
women from faraway lands; ferocious beasts, etc, * 

MAIL COUPON NOW 

Be the first in your neighborhood to have this | 
valuable set of Hitler Sumps. Your friends will envy a 
you for it and want to buy the sal from you. It will * 
become one ol the most prired sets of any stamp I 
collection. But you most hurry if you want to get the | 
10 Hitler Stamps FREE. This special offer may J 
have to be withdrawn soon. If coupon has already I 
been used, write direct toi Littleton Stamp Co., | 
Dept. 7- EC Littleton, Now Hampshire, (fnelota | 
10, lo help M>» hoslaae WlnuiSIlMi: * 


Limf TON STAMP CO., 

DIPT. 7- EC. LITTLETON, N. N. 

Send-AT NO COST TO ME-the valuable set of 10 
Hitler stamps and the informative booklet. "How To Col- 
lect Postage Stamps.* I enclose 10; to help cover postage 
and handling. 


postuge and handling). J • c, *> Sta,e ■ 


AT LAST! A CHROME 
RESTORER THAT WORKS! 



INTO THIS 


Amazing new 2-way chrome protector wipes away rust 
—pits — corrosion — in just 2 minutes! Stops rust from 
forming! Keeps chrome mirror-bright! 


Now keep your bumpers, grillwork, 
window-frames, all chrome on your 
car sparkling bright as the day you 
bought it! Keep it rust- 
free for life! No matter 
how badly pitted or 
scarred, this sensation- ■ 
al new 2-Way Chrome 
Protector wipes it Mirror-Bright, 
prevents new rust and corrosion 
from forming! 

ONE APPLICATION LASTS ENTIRE 
SEASON — gives you safe, fool-proof 
protection against vicious biting 
erosions of SALT AIR-SUN-RAIN- 
SLEET -etc. 101 USES -for fishing 
reels, boat trims, bicycles, sporting 
equipment, etc. Household appli- 
ances, farm equipment, toys, any 
chromed object, etc. 

Complete Chrome Protector Kit 
contains : 

1— Bottle of RUST REMOVER chem- 
ical with special applicator. 
Enough to remove all rust from 
car. 

2- Can of PROTECTOR chrome rust 
preventer and applicator. 
Enough for years of safe pro- 
tection. 



RESULTS ABSOLUTELY GUARANTEED 
OR MONEY BACK! 

Enclose $2, check or money order 
with name and address. C.O.D. 
orders plus postal charges. Get Your 
Chrome Kit Now! 


H. SEARS INDUSTRIES, INC., Dept .BC-7 
4m «umso« am. • New York 17, N.Y. 


|" H. SEARS INDUSTRIES, Inc. Dept 
! New York 17, N.Y. 

■ Please send me ( ) CHROME ■ 

J KITS at $2.00 each. It is under- j 
I stood that you guarantee excellent ■ 
I results or I may return package I 
| within 10 days for a refund of my I 
| purchase price. 

I Name— \ 


City Zone State 

( ) Send C.O.D. I will pay post- 

man on delivery plus postage and 
handling charges. (You save ap- 
proximately 57c by enclosing $2.00 
in cash, check or money order.) 




BIG MONEY in a 


lie can afford! Our top- 
a day EXTRA income! 


These Special Features 
Help You Make Money 
From First Hour! 



